


n&t King;, 


ThtTr&gedkof 

King. Thounew adying fayeftthou flattereftme. 
Gaunt, Ohno, thou dieft, though I the ficker be. 

King. l am in health, I breathe, and fee thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now he that made me kftowes 1 fee the* W. 
111 in my felfc to fec,and in thee, feeing il!» 

Thy death-bed is no lefler than thy lanr* 

Wherein thou lied in reputation ficlce. 

And thou too carclefle pacient as thou art 
Commitftthy annoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyfitions that firft wounded thee, 

A thoufand flatterers fit within thy Cro 
Whofecompafleis no bigger than t 
And yet imaged in fo final 1 a verge, 

The waftc is no whit lefler than thy land: 

Oh had thy grandfire with a Prophets eie, 

Seene how his fonnes fonne fhould deftroy his fonnes. 
From forth thy reach he would haue laid thy fhame, 
Depofingthee before thou wert poflefl 
Which art pofleft now todepofeth 
Why coufin wert thou regent of the 
It were a fhame to let this land by leafe: 

But for thy world enioying but this land. 

Is it not more than fhame to fhame it for 
Landlord of England art thou now not, 

Thyftate oflawc is bondflaue to the lawc. 

And thou 

King. A lunatikeleane-witte 
Prefuming on an agues priuiledgc, 

Dared with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheeke>chafingtheroya 
With furi* from bisnatiue refidence. 

Now by my feates right royall maieftie, 

W ert thou not brother to great Edward 
This tong that runnesfo roundly in thy 
Should i unne thy head from thy vnreuerent Ihou 
Gaunt Oil fpare menotmy brothers Edward ifonne, 
For that I was his father Edwards fonne, ; 
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King Richard tbefecottd, 

Thatbloud already like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt out and drunkenly carowft, 

My brother Glocefter plaine well meaning foulc, 
Whom faire befall in hcauen mongft happy foules, 
Maie be a prefidentand witnes good: 

That thou refpc&ft not fpilling bd wards bloud: 
Ioine with the prefent fickncs that I haue, 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too long withered flower, 

Liue in thy fhame, but die not fhame with thee, 
Thefe words hereafter thy tormentors be, 

Convay me to my bed then to my graue, 

Loue they to liue that louc and honour haue. 


King And let them die that age and fullenshauc. 

For both haft thoinand both become the graue. 

Yorke I doe befeech your Maiefty, impute his words 
T o wat ward ficklines and age in him, 

He loucs you on my life, and holdes you deere, 

As Harry Duke of Hereford were he here. 

King Righnyou fay true, as Heicfords loue,fo his 
As theirs, fo mine, and all be as it is. (ieftie, 

T^ortn, My iiegc,oldGauutcommends him to your Ma- 
King What foies he? 
r Ngrth, Nay nothing, all is faid: 

His tongue is now a ftringlefle inftrument, 

Words, life, and al,old Lancafler hath fpent, 

Yorks Be Yoike the next that muft be bankrout fo. 
Though deathbe poorest ends a mortall wo. 

King The ripeft fruit firft fals,and fo doth he. 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be; 

So much for that. Now for our Irifti wars, 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rughcaded kernes, 

VV hich hue like venome, where no venome clfe, 

Butonely they haue priuiledgc to liue. 

And for thefe great affaires doaskc forae charge, 

Towatd, our afsiftance wc doe feaze to vs: 




